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XII. INTERCESSION.
Aw Ccssar Impsrator, moriturum tc salulo.
O DEATH, a little more, and then the worm \
A little longer, O Death, a little yet,
Before the grave gape and the grave-worm fret ; Before the sanguine-spotted hand infirm Be rottenness, and that foul brain, the germ
Of all ill things and thoughts, be stopped and set;
A little while, 0 Death, ere he forget, A small space more of life, a little term ; A little longer ere he and thou be met,
Ere in that hand that fed thee to thy mind The poison-cup of life be overset;
A little respite of disastrous breath,
Till the soul lift up her lost eyes, and find
Nor God nor help nor hope, but thee, O Death.